Marx shrugged his shoulders. "Nothing/9 he said,
thrusting his hands into his pockets.
" And Friedel ? She's running about alone with a
very miserable look in her eyes ? Have you been up to
some monkey tricks ? "
No answer—just a shrug of the shoulders.
" Have you quarrelled, children ? "
" Quarrelled I" said the little fellow. He clenched his
teeth. The veins stood out on his forehead, but to no
avail. Tears would come into his eyes, and now he looked
like a pathetic little boy.
" Marx, old chap, what's wrong ? Get it off your
chest You make me anxious. Has anything happened
to you ? " Rainer asked, and put his hands on the boy's
shoulders. Marx swallowed hard and nodded his head.
"What?''
" I've just been to see a doctor," said Marx. He said
it so indistinctly and with such trembling lips that he had
to repeat it. Meanwhile he stared into the cheesemonger's
window, fighting pitifully for control of himself. It took
Rainer a few seconds to understand.
" Oh—I see. So that's the trouble, is it ? " he said,
and unconsciously took his hands from the lad's thin
shoulders, only to put them back, firmly and reassuringly.
"Look here, old chap—we must thrash this out.
Accidents like that will happen. Is it—bad ? "
"The worst possible," Marx whispered, burrowing
with his hands in his pockets. He was wearing a good,
pale grey suit, and looked so smart and well groomed,
poor little fellow! There was so much candour in his
glance and in his manner—and yet, there he stood, in
front of the cheesemonger's shop in this dire extremity,
making this confession. Rainer also stared at the
assortment of cheeses and was silent for a
This affair had to be seen through.

